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This story is for all children of lesbian mothers, for the 
special hardships they may face, and for the understanding 
we hope they will reach. 

With a special thanks to Linda Lane — for all her patience 
and strokes, for acting as a liason, and for not losing her 
temper while we pretended we were Hastings and Poirot and 
insisted on finding clues around the house. 


J. S. and T. 
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Shannon had known when she went to Sandy's on 
Friday that Megan would be gone when she got back on 
Saturday. Mama had told her. Megan had said good-bye to 
her. But it was still strange to let herself in and find all of 
Megan’s things gone - her scraps of cloth and her loom, her 
stereo and rocking chair. There were big spaces on the wail 
where her posters and the blue and green weaving had hung. 





































Shannon put her coat next to Mama's in the closet. 
Megan's plaid jacket was not there. She looked in the 
bathroom. Now only her and Mama’s toothbrushes were 
hanging beside the mirror. And she wouldn’t be able to try 
Megan’s cinnatnon-smelling shampoo anymore. 
















































Mama called to her. Mama was sitting at the dining room 
table drinking cocoa. “Hi, Doodle," she said to Shannon. 
They went into the kitchen to fix some for Shannon. Then 
they sat down and talked about what Shannon had done at 
Sandy's. But Mama didn't say anything about Megan and 
neither did Shannon. 













































After she finished her cocoa, Shannon slipped out of the 
chair and went to look at her room. Hunca-Munca and 
Fleabit, the mice Megan had made her, were still on the oed. 
The red and blue shirt Megan had sewn was still in the closet 




























































She went to look at Mama and Megan’s room. The bright 

quilt was gone from the bed, and the bookshelf was half- 

empty. The photograph of Shannon and Megan in the swing 

was not on the wall. The little box of tools that Megan used 

to repair watches was gone from the dresser. Now it was 
only Mama's room. 
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Shannon went back to the dining room. Mama was still 
sitting quietly at the table, holding her full cup of cocoa. 
Shannon walked over and leaned against her. “Mama," she 
said, “your cocoa is getting cold." But Mama just patted 
her softly on the head and didn’t answer, so Shannon went 
back to her room. 
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She wanted to talk to Mama about the lonely feeling she 
had inside her, but Mama was sad too. Shannon knew why. 
She remembered when Megan moved into their house. Mama 
had told Shannon that she and Megan loved each other with 
a special kind of love that made them want to be together . 

They wanted to live together and share with each other. They 
made each other happy. 

But now they didn’t make each other happy anymore. 

So Megan had moved, and Mama looked sad and lonely and 
didn't want to talk to Shannon. 
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Shannon took out a jigsaw puzzle and put it on her desk. 
Mama didn't like helping her with puzzles, but Megan used 
to. They would sit for hours in the living room trying to put 
together a hard one. She liked doing things with Megan. 

Megan took care of her the same as Mama did. Shannon 

wondered who would stay with her on Thursday nights when 
Mama worked at the women's center. She wondered if Mama 
would patch her jeans now, or if she'd just have to wear them 
with holes in them. She and Megan always ate breakfast 
together in the morning when Mama was at work driving 
a bus. That was a nice time for talking. Now she would have 
to eat alone. 
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She remembered some of the times she had gotten angry 


with Megan. Once she had dumped out all of Megan’s boxes 
of material and mixed up the scraps and walked on them. 
Another time she had screamed at Megan so loudly that the 



even when she wasn’t angry. She hadn’t wanted her to come 
to her school open house with Mama. Once she round a 
kitten and brought it home. She knew she wouldn't be 
allowed to keep it because cat hair made Megan sick, so she 
hid it in her room. She watched Megan cough and itch and 
didn’t say a word until Mama was getting ready to take 
Megan to the hospital. Maybe Megan had gone to live with a 
woman who didn’t have a daughter. Maybe if she didn t 
live with her Mama Megan would still be there. 
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Shannon sat by the puzzle, but she didn’t work on it. 
After a while it started getting dark. Shannon was hungry. 
She wanted to talk. She went into the dining room. Mama 
was still sitting with the lights off. The room was cold, and 
Mama had a blanket wrapped around her. Shannon had 
thought that maybe since it was Saturday they would go to 
the coffee house for chili and doughnuts like they used to 
with Megan. Shannon's friend Donna would be there. 
Afterwards they could help Donna’s mother in the kitchen 
while Mama sat out front listening to the singer and talking 
to some of the women from her softball team. 
























But Mama just shook her head no when Shannon asked 
She told Shannon to make herself a sandwich. Shannon went 
out of the dark dining room and into the kitchen. She made 
tuna fish sandwiches for both of them and poured two big 
glasses of milk. She carried the food into the dining room. 
Mama smiled, but she didn't touch the food, and she didn’t 
hold out her arms for Shannon to climb into her lap. Shannon 
sat with her for a minute and then went into the living room 
to eat. She turned the T.V. on, but before she could sit down 
Mama calledj“Not so loud, honey.” 

Suddenly the sad feeling turned into a very angry feeling. 

She turned the T.V. up as high as it would go and screamed, 

I hate you! I hate you! ” She wasn't sure who she was yelling 

at, but she knew she was mad that Megan had gone away and 

she and Mama were sad. Mama came in and tried to pick her 

up, but Shannon was too angry to be held. She kept on 

yelling and stamping her feet, and then she accidentally 
kicked her milk over. 
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She stopped and looked at the spill. She wondered if 
Mama would be angry. But Mama pulled her onto her lap and 
wrapped tie blanket around her. For a while they just sat 
quietly together. 

Then Shannon asked, “Why don’t you talk to me? I’m 
scared when you’re sad and quiet. I'm scared to tell you 

how I feel.” 






Mama said nothing for a moment. Then she began to talk 
quietly about Megan. She talked about some of the things the 
three of them had done together and about some of the 
special things she liked about Megan, like the way she 

laughed and the good ideas she always had. She talked about 
how unhappy Megan had been to leave. It made Mama sad 
and lonely to have her gone, even though they couldn’t stop 
fighting and were often unhappy with each other when they 
were together. Mama said that having Megan gone even made 
her feel a little scared. She'd need some time alone to think. 

S' 

Would Megan still be here if I had been good more?" 
Shannon asked quietly. Mama hugged her tight. 
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"No," she said. “You were both happy together, but that 
wasn't enough to make her stay. She needed to be happy 
with me too.' 

Then Shannon reached up and touched Mama's face 
where she was crying, and she began to cry too. 











W: It took a long time to finish. When they did, they were 

both very tired and hungry. They went to the kitchen, and 
Mama fried hamburgers. 








































































































^Hp|ile they were eating, Shannon asked, ‘‘Will we always 
feel so sad?” 

“No,” Mama said. “It will take time, and we'll always 
remember Megan. But well feel better.” She stood up. “And 
since tonight is a beginning night for you and me, let's do a 
puzzle.” 

And Shannon ran to get one. 
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LOLLIPOP POWER is a feminist collective 
that writes, illustrates, and publishes books 
to counteract sex-stereotyped behavior and 
role models presented by society to young 
children. 

A list of currently available books, as well 
as an information sheet for writers and 
illustrators interested in submitting material 
to the collective, can be obtained by sending 
a stamped, self-addressed envelope to: 


Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514 372.372 
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